








THE FALL STYLE IS NOW OUT. 


Tas prices on Silk Hats are going up, but we are selling the same quality of SILK HAT for Three Dollars and a Half as our Broadway neighbors charge FOUR Dollars for. 
| his is dove by manufacturing and selling our own goods at SMALL PROFITS. Also the latest fashion of Felt Hats, and Caps of every shape, color, and price, at our little hat store. 


Orders taken for $3.50, and made to fit. . 
| CONKLIN SMITH, 539 Broadway. 
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WaltTING FoR “SOMETHING TO TURN UP.” 


— Se ———- = 


Ma T " NAVY DEPARTMENT, yong, D.C. ¢ 
. T. J. LLOYD :— Sept. 17th, 1862. { 
: Send me your M4p of the Mississippi River, with price per hundred copies. Rear-Admiral Charles H. Davis, commandiag the Mississippi River Squadron, is authorized | 


| purchase a szpply of them fur the use of his Squadron. GIDEON WELLES. 8 
£0} , Secretary of the Navy. 


CASSIUS MICAWBER CLAY, | 
| 
| 


This Map shows every man’s house from New-Orleans to St. Lonis. Sent by mail everywhere on receipt of $1. 


J. T. LLOYD, American Map Publisher, No. 164 Broadway. 
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Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1862, by Louis H. Srepues, ia the Clerk's office of the District Court of the U. 8. fur the Southern District of New-York. 














VANITY FAIR. 





GAYETTY’S 
MEDICATED PAPER. 


Notwithstanding the numerous attempts to 
paim off upon the public BOGUS paper, the 
celebrate 
holds its unequalied reputation, and is ac- 
knowledged to be exactly what the proprie- 
tors claim that itis; and t ey challenge 
an investigation by anybody skeptical as 
to its merits, Itis Medicated by a process 
not known to other manufacturers—and the 
Medication is perfect, as can be clearly 
shown toany one who thinks the matter 
worth the trouble of proof-hunting. it can 
be shown that its PURITY and its curative 
qualities render it a necessity of every 
household and hospital Fach genuine 
sheet has J. C. GAYETTY, N. Y., water- 
marked in it. It can not be successfully 
counterf-ited any more than a Government 
Note. Sold by a!l Druggists. 

Depot No. 2 Beekman Street. 


article, known . s Gayetty’s, still | 








SECOND PART 
OF THE 


SHI L & 


SONG-BOOK 


Containing the Words of Popular Songs 
that have appeared since the publication of 


aw SG 





the First Part, together with numerous 
other favorites, 
Prie, 12 cents, on receipt of which copies 
will be mailed, post-paid. 
OLIVER DITSON & CO., 
Publishers, Boston. 


The Book for the Times, 
NOW READY 


The Stars & Stripes 





in Rebeldom ! 


| 
A Series of Papers written by Federal Pris- | 
' 


oners (privates) in Richmond, Tus- 
caloosa, New-Orleans, and | 
Salisbury, N. C. | 


With an Appendix 
Oae volume, l6mo , Cloth... Price,...50 cents. 


Unlike anything which has before been 
written, full of the purest patriotism, this 
little book is an undying honor to its 
several Authors, and the noble Army of 
which they form so noble a part. [t will 
take its place in history, a lasting evidence 
of the moral and intellectual worth of that 
“rank and file” who, going forth at their 
country’s call. have never wavered, but 
with unswerving bravery have gone on 
performing deeds of valor and heroism of 
which we may well be proud. Suffering all 
things, enduring al! things, and sacrificing 
all things, they have earned for themselves 
the everlasting gratitude of their country, 
Let all those who would know of what our 
armies are composed, read this little memo- 
rial of the privates. 


T. 0. H. P. BURNHAM, | 


Publisher, 143 Washington St., Boston. 


Sent by mail, post-paid, on receipt of}the 
price. 








PIANOS. 
CHICKERING & SONS, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, 
Warerooms—694 Broadway. New-York. 


These pianos have always taken the first 
premiums over all competitors, wherever 
and whenever they have been exhibited ; 
and for public playing they have been se- 
lected by all the most eminent artists who 
have visited this country 

For full particulars. with description, 
price list, list of medals and testimonials. 
address CHICKERING & SONS, 

New-York. 


s it possible that any 

Soldier can be so foolish as to leave the 
city without a supply of HOLLOWAY’S 
OINTMENT and PILLS? Whoever does so 
will deeply regret it. These medicines are 
the only certain cure for Bowel Complaints, 
Fevers, Sores and Scurvy. 








Only 25 cents per box or pot. 223 


600,000 MALE OR FE- 
MALE AGENTS 


To Sell Lloyd’s New Steel-Plate County- 
Colored Map of the United States, Ca- 
nadas and New-Brunswick. 


From recent surveys, completed Aug. 10th, 1862; cost $20,000 to engrave it and one Px time. 
Superior to any $10 Map ever made by Colton or Mitchell, and sells at the low price af fifty cents; 
370,000 names are engraved on this Map, It is not only a County-Map, but it is also a County and 
Railroad Map of the United States and Canadas combined in one, giving every Railroad Station 
and distances between. Guarantee any woman or man $3 to $5 per day. and_ will take back all 
Maps that cannot be sold, and refund the money. Send for $1 worth to try. Printed instructions 
how to canvass well, furnished all our agents 

WANTED —Wholesale Agents for our Maps in every State, California, Canada, England, France, 
and Cuba. A fortune may be made with a tew hundred dollars capital. No Competitiou. 


J. T. LLOYD, No. 164 Broadway, N. Y. 


The War Department uses our Map of Virginia Maryland and Pennsylvania, cost $100,000, on 
which is marked Antietam Creek, Sharpsburg. Maryland Heights, Williamsport Ferry, Rhorers- 
ville, Noland’s Ford, and all others on the Potomac, and every other place in Maryland, Virginia, 
and Pennsylvania, or money refunded. 


LLOYD'S TOPOGRAPHICAL MAP OF KENIUCKY, OHIO, INDIANA AND 
ILLINOIS. 


Is the only authority for Gen, Buell and the War Department. Money refunded to any one finding 
anerrorinit. Price, 50cents. 

- ¥ From the Tribune, Aug. 2d, A 

_"* Luoyp's Map oF VirGinta, MARYLAND AND PENNSYLVANIA.—Tnis Map is very large ; its cost is but 
25 cents, and it is the best which can be purchased.” 

LLOYD'S Great Map of the Mississippi River, from actual surveys by Capts. Bart and Wm. Bowen, 
Mississippi River Pilots, of 8t_ Louis, Mo., shows every man’s plantation and owner’s name. from St. 
Louis to the Gulf of Mexico—1350 miles~every sand-bar, island, town, landing, and all places 20 
miles back from the river—colored in counties and States. Price, $l, in sheets, $2, pocket form, and 
$2.50 on linen, with rollers, Ready Sept. 20th. 

[ Navy DzpartMent, WASHINGTON, Sept. 17th, 1862. 

J.T. Lioyp—Sir: Send me your Map of the Mississippi River, with price per hundred copies. 
Rear-Admiral Charles H. Davis, commanding the Mississippi Squadron. is authorized to purchase as 
many as are required for use of that squadron. GIDEON WELLES, Secretary of the Navy. 





A WHOLE SET OF CAMP-FURNITURE IN ONE PIECE. 
GURLEY & BRADY, 


PATENTEES AND MANUF: CTURERS OF 


COT, LOUNGE AND CHAIR, < 


Cot, Lo 1 
COMBINED. hair folded, 4x 


Chair folded, 4x6 
inches square -- 2 
feet long. 


Camp-Chairs, Cork- 


Camp-Chests, Camp-Stools, 
Mattresses, &c. 


Army-Trunks, 


ies 

7 
deal cotta 
NEW-Y ORK. 


'e AGENTS WANTED. -# 


VSMURRERGRA 
CENENK ROWERS 


JOHNS & CROSLEY, 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS. 
78 WILLIAM ST,, 


(corn. LIBERTY 8T.), 


NEW YORK. 


~ IMPROVED | 


Gutta- Percha 


CEMENT 
ROOFINC. 


IT IS WATER PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT 
OBE THIRD AS 
MUCH AS 
TIN, 


And is twice as 
durable. 





GUTTA-PERCHA 
CEMENT, 


For preserving new 
and repairing 
LEAKY . METAL 
ROOFS 


of every descrip- 
tion: will not 
crack in cold or run 
in warm weather 


THE 
‘CHEAPEST and’ 
most DURABLE 
ROOFING in use. 
Fine and Waren 
Proor. A 
to New an 
Roofs of all kinds. 
and sent to all 
parts o e coun- 
try with full di- 

ns for use, 
Send fora Circular 





Agents Wanted. 
TERMS CASH. 


OHNS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 
FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR- 
BLE, PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, etc., etc., the only article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which will withstand water. Liberal Terms to Wholesale “ew en 
°** “JOHNS & OROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty. 


VANITY FA 


Te 
pose 
TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 


One Copy, per mail, one year, - ~ ~ - - - 
Five rene to Club, one year, (and one to Agent,) - - - 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - - ~ 
Single Copies, - - - - - - ° ~ 
LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 











$2 00 
10 00 
3 00 








$a 
J. H. JOHNSTON & ¢9, 


150 Bowery cor. Broomes, 
NEW-YORK 
SELL AT LOW PRICES 
FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, sy 
LING SILVER, AND FINE PLatpp 
WARE. 


«"« Wedding and Visiting Cards engi 
ALBUMS, HAIR-JEWELRY, ETO, 
Watches and Jewelry repaired, 


HASHEESH CANDpy, 

A most wonderful Medicinal Agent forgy 
cure of Nervousness, Weakness, Melap! 
ly, Confusion of thoughts, etc. A plesny! 
ble and harmless stimulant. Under its 
fluence all classes seem to gather Dew ings 
ration and energy. 

Price, 25c. and $! per box, Beware of 
tations. <Imported only by the Gunjahyy) 
lah Company, 476 Broadway. 

On sale by druggists generally, 





G reat Musical Ba 
KH DEPOT. M. J. PATLLAR) 
Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. Y., hase 
sale the most extensive assortmentinty 
country, at prices varying at Two to ty 
Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each playing! 
2, 3, 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs 


BEAUTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDREN. 
BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TASTE 
Call and examine them. 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap 
Cash. 
Ge" Musical Bowes Repaired. g} 


BOOTS AND SHOES 
OHN SLATER, 


2 Cortlandt street, near 


way. 

English Walking Shoes, Balmoral Bots 
and every description of Boots and She 
with English Bend Soles, ready madew 
made to order. French Patent Leatheral 
Calf-skin Boets and Congress Gaiters) 
little soiled ow selling cheap. 


Sextuple Edition 


VANITY FAI. 





SIX NUMBERS of the WEEKLY BAN? 


‘ SOMELY BOUND in a SUPERBLY 


ILLUMINATED COVE 


The second number of this 


SUCCESSFUL 


MAGAZINE 


is now ready for delivery. 


Orders for Number One also 
can be filled. 
PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CB? 
RETAIL. 


For special terms for quantity to tralé 
address 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS 
Publisher for rr 
116 Nassau street, New-Y 








Published for the Proprietors, by Louis H. Srxpuens at 116 Nassau Street, N. Y. 
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THE AMERICAN WATERLOO. 


By McARonE, WITH PERMISSION or M. Victor Hugo. 


GREELEY was one of those geniuses who rule the thunder. 

But he couldn’t find a thunderbolt. 

He ordered his Abolition cuirassiers out, to crush the Rebellion. 

They were nine hundred thousand. They formed a mathematical 
line, having length but neither breadth nor thickness. They were im- 
aginary men on traditionary horses, . . . They wore nothing, without 
plumes, no cuirasses of wrought or other iron, and no sabre-swords. 
Jn the morning they had been the admiration of the whole Zribune 
office, when, with a flourish of trumpets, they appeared in a heavy 
column, all written by GREELEY. 

Aide-de-camp STANTON brought in Ase Lincoy’s proclamation, and 
the enormous squadrons began to move. 

Then was seen a fearful sight. 

All these Abolitionists left the column by division and subtraction, 
and descended as one man, or less, with the preicision of a bronze- 
plated battering-ram, the hill on which Printing-House Square now 
stands; then, rising from this valley of warehouses, reiippeared, se- 
rious, menacing, imperturbable and bilious. From a distance, they 
would have been taken for an immense column of ciphers, to be add- 
ed up, stretching themselves in the direction of the Herald office. 

That ran through Nassau street like a prodigy. . 

It seemed as if this mass had become a monster, this product of a 
single weak mind. It was one pell-mell of billingsgate, cries, black- 
guardism. A furious bounding of editors among hard words, and 
the flourish of grammar; a terrible, undisciplined tumult. Over all, 
the dollars, like the scales of a hydra. 

These recitals appear to belong to another age.* Something like 
this vision appeared, doubtless, in the old Orphic epics which tell of 
antique hippocrocodiles in Kentucky, “half horse, half alligator ;” poli- 
ticiaus with human faces, and chests full of bowie-kuives; horrible, 
invulnerable, sublime; at once statesmen and beasts, 

Behind the desks of the Herald office, the pro-slavery columns, form- 
ed in thirteen squares of ten lines each, at ten cents a line, waited calm, 
silent, immovable. They heard the increasing sound of nine hundred 
thousand men; a subdued roar... a sort of Roar on the Half- 
shell. . . from the coming host. There was a moment of fearful 
silence; then a long line of dirty hands, brandishing pens, appeared 
above the desks, and nine hundred thousand phantasmic faces, cry- 
ing, “Oaward to Richmond!” 

It was like the beginning of a newspaper controversy. 

All at once, tragic to relate, the head of the column of Abolition 
ciphers reared with frightful clamor. They saw, between them and 
credence, a ditch, a grave. It was the common-sense of the People! 
The second rank pushed in the first, the third pushed in the second. 
There was no power to retreat. The whole column was but a pro- 
ject. The force acquired to crush the pro-slavery men crushed the 
Abolitionists. The inexorable parties would not yield; editors and 
Teporters rushed in together, writing each other down, making dread- 
ful onslaught over this awful gull, and when their space was full, 
passing over to kindred topics. 

_ Here, the loss of circulation began. 

A local tradition, which hardly exaggerates, says that two thou- 
sand Tribunes and fifteen hundred Heralds fell off at once. GREELEY, 
before marshalling this imaginary host, had carefully examined the 
ground, but had seen no chance for the testing of his statement. 
Warned, however, he had asked his guide, Sranton, if a proclama- 
tion of emancipation would be issued. The guide had answered 
“No.” It may be said that from this shake of a lawyer’s head—and 
nO great shakes, either—came the catastrophe of GREELEY. . . . 

There are moments in journalism when the soul hardens a man 
even to changing an editor into a chattel, and all his thoughts be- 
come salable. The Herald battalions, desperately assailed, did not 
Yield an inch. 

Then it was frightful. 

All planks of the Herald platform were attacked at once. A 
Whirlwind of frenzy enveloped them. Hence, a monstrosity of lan- 
guage, never, perhaps, seen elsewhere. The statements, consumed 
by this furious invective, were repeated without wavering. Inex- 
haustible in slang, the editors kept up an explosion in the midst of 
their assailants. It was a monstrous fight. These writers were gen- 
tlemen no longer; they were fishwomen. These articles were edi- 
torisls no longer; they were abuse. Each paragraph was a tea-pot 
attacked by a tempest; the pot fought with the kettle. 

The articles on the fourth page, the most exposed of all, beirg 
editorial, were almost annihilated. The proprietor, in the centre, 
While the work of extermination was going on, profoundly alive to 

about him, casting down his oblique eye, full of the shadows of 
Washington Heights and Plum Gut, seated upon a stool, his bag- 





* We think so, too.—Ebs, Vanity Fair. 








pipe under his arm, was playing his mountain airs. Other Scotch- 
men in the office wrote, thinking of Ben Lothian, and Ben Wood, 
as the Greeks did, remembering Vinegar Hill and ’48. 

Suddenly, the assailing Tribune found the Herald in advance of it. 
It had Lincotn’s reply to the delegates, showing his want of confi- 
dence in the proclamation. The vegetarian philosophers, attacked 
front, flank, and rear, by facts and fictions, had to face in all direc- 
tions. Their valor, however, was unspeakable. 

With such Republicans, only such Democrats could cope. 

The rest is known. The Zribune’s nose was out of joint, and the 
Herald more furiously offensive. Grerexey, feeling that he was going 
to his political death, cried out, “God bless ABRAHAM LincoLn.” 
There is nothing more touching in history than this death-agony 
bursting forth in acclamation. Not a writer flinched from the politi- 
cal suicide. 

Gay, desperate, great, in all the grandeur of accepted defeat, bared 
himself to every blow in this tempest. He had his stock-operations 
killed before his sight. Reeking with sweat, fire in his eyes, tobacco 
upon his lips, his shirt-front unbuttoned, one of his thumbs daubed 
with ink, his wristband snipped by his scissors, dusty, covered with 
mud, magnificent, a broken pen in his hand, he said: “Come and 
see how an Editor of the Zribune writes upon the topics of the day !” 
But in vain; he did not write. He was haggard and exasperated. 
He flung this question at SoLon Ropinson: “ What? you are not 
going to dine!” He cried out, in the midst of all this billingsgate 
that was silencing his handful of assistants: ‘Oh! I would that all 
these sharp things had been published in my paper!” Unhappy 
man! thou wast reserved for Vanity Farr! ‘ 

Out of respect to the sane reader, the finest editorial, perhaps, that 
an Abolitionist ever wrote, cannot be reprinted here. We are pro- 
hibited from embalming a sublimity in nonpareil type. 

At our own risk and peril, we will not violate that prohibition. 

But among these giants, there was, then, one Titan. To write 
that article, and then to die, what could have been more grand, or 
more satisfactory to all parties ? 

The man who won the American Waterloo was not GREELEY, put 
to rout; nor BENNETT, giving way early in the fight, desperate later ; 
nor SOLON RosBINsoN, who did not write; the man who won the 
battle was the writer of that editorial, I don’t know his other name. 

To fulminate such words at the thunderbolt that kills you, is 
victory. 

To make this answer to disaster, to say this to destiny, to change 
your base like a roaring lion, to fling down this reply at the reign of 
the previous platform, at the treacherous prophecy of enthusiasm, at 
the sunken passage of Plum Gut, at the delay of SEwarp, at the ar- 
rival of emancipation, to be ironical in italics, to act as if you had 
heard some good news, when you have fallen, to close Waterloo inso- 
lently by a Fourth-of-July squib, to complete GREELEY by STEPHEN 
H. Brancu, to lose the field and to preserve cheek, after the contro- 
versy to have the laugh on your side, is immense. 

It is an insult to the thunderbolt. That attains the grandeur of 
Professor MORSE. 

The soul of great days entered into this unknown man at the mo- 
ment of defeat. He found the words of Waterloo as BeNNETT found 
the words “Poor Pierce” and “ Little Villain,” through a superior 
inspiration. An effluence from the divine afflatus detaches itself and 
passes over these men, and they tremble, and the one sticks on the 
supreme nicknames and the other utters the terrible editorial, not 
merely to the Herald, in the name of the Tribune; that would be 
but little ; he throws it down to the Democrats, in the name of the 
Abolitionists. It is heard, and men recognize in it the old soul of 
GARRISON. It seems as if it were a speech of WENDELL PHILLIPS, or 
a roar of BEECHER. 

To this article, the Herald replied: “‘ Radical Disunion Abolitionists ! 
See your own words of last year!” 

The editorial page flamed; the desks trembled; from all those 
clanking presses went forth a final vomiting of damp papers, terrific ; 
a vast steam, dusky white in the light of the street-lamps, rolled 
out of the basement gratings, and when the cloud dissipated, there 
was no Zrebune left. That formidable journal was annihilated. 
Hardly could a quivering be distinguished here and there among its 
editors; and thus the Abolition writers, grander than the Secession 
writers of last summer, expired at Printing-House Square, on the 
ground soaked with ink and tobacco-juice, at the spot past which, 
now, every day, whistling and gaily whipping up their horses, the 
city car-drivers pass, who take passengers to Yorkville. 

—————— $$$ 


GREAT demand for “ Les Miserables.” 
More men wanted for the Rebel army. 
— ct —__— —_—— 


Popular Dances for 1862. 
Squap-drilles. 
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VANITY FALR. 


[October 18, 1862, 





Untin recently, Mr. Printer, I have lo 
upou the piano as an ingenious sort of ca; 
liciously contrived by some malsfacturer t 
purpose of tantalizing the lovers of music by 
keeping its notes under lock and key, and allow- 
ing them to be heard only as they grate upon 
th» ear through impassable iron bars. In this 
respect it has always been as disagreeable to my 
sight as the bird-cage in which Mrs. Pyps (who, 
having no children, 1s fond of pets) keeps a pair 
of unhappy canaries, who have been clamoring 
this ten years for their liberty, while my good 
lady persists in calling their clamor by the sweet 
name of song. 

And as the longerI live the more conceited 
I find it to arrogate to one’s self any particu- 
lar experience or observation, I presume that 
the same idea has occurred to most of my readers. € 
I do not wonder, therefore, that Mr. THALBE surprise that 
people should take pleasure in attending his concerts, and that he 
finally took Monsieur VieUXTEMPS along with him, in order that the 
broken and spasmodic utterances of the piano (keeping promise neither 
to the ear nor the hope) should in some measure be compensated for 
by the linked sweetuess long drawn out of the violin. 

And yet the poor encaged. notes have had few turnkeys so liberal 
as Mr. THALBERG, and none more disposed, had he but possessed the 
requisite courage, to extend to them the largest possible liberty. For, 
afier all, Mr. Printer, these turnkeys or jailors have no little discre- 
tion left to them, and when they have the courage as well as the 
disposition to make a wise use of it, it makes a great difference to all 
concerned. 

Now, Mrs. Pyps, who is in some respects a most kind-hearted and 
courageous woman, keeps such watch and ward over her poor little 
jail-birds that they never sing, except, as it were, within an inch of 
their life, and their melancholy and discordant notes are as painful to 
listen to as the notes from a boarding-house piano with all the mod- 
ern improvements. 

On the other hand, our over-the-way neighbor, Mrs, MEYER, who 
has six children, and keeps birds, therefore, not as pets, (how I have 
the name, excopt when applied to myself!) but for the fun of the thing, 
has three or four cages hanging out on her piazza, feom which, from 
morning to night, come strains of music only less sweet than those 
we hear in the woods and forests. 

Well, the other evening, Mr. Prioter, having been tempted by the 
joint influence of miiliners at home and a rain-storm out doors, to at- 
tend oue of the Irving Hall concerts, I was delighted to find the same 
differeace between the music from the piano with Mr. GorrscHALK 
as Muster of the Keys and that from tie same source under any other 
direction, as between the music of Mrs. Meyer’s birds and that (Hea- 
ven forgive me, for she never will!) of Mrs. Pyps’s. 

I remember having had a similar feeling, although not so intense, 
when | attended the first THALBERG concert. 

Not to run my simile into the ground, both Mr. GorrscHALK and 
Mr. THALBERG seem to me to act toward the piano as if it had been 
used hitherto only as a grim cage for the confinement of certain rude 
and refractory notes, which they were resolved (like a couple of musi- 
cal GARIBALDIS) to liberate, or die. 

It is true that neither of them has fully succeeded as yet, and I am 
by no means certain that the cause they have so bravely espoused 
will ever triumph, until it is taken in hand by President LincoLn and 
put through by Proclamation. 

Meanwhile, as long as the voice of the key-board is heard in the 
land, I trust that we shall all hearken to its cry, and let up no jot nor 
tittle of our interest until liberty is proclaimed through all the pianos 
of the earth, and to all the melodies thereof. 

















And now, Mr. Printer, as there is no other topic calling for special 
treatment at this time, I do not know that I could find a better rea. 
son for drawing my lucubrations to a close. 

Next week I shail have something to offer concerning the no- 
velties at WALLACK’s and Laura KEEXr’s. 

In regard to NrBLo’s and the Winter Garden, the former continues 
to treat the public with a delicious ’alf-and-‘alt of tragedy and come. 
dy, while the latter, although confining itself at present to heavy 
tragedy, will probably have to compromise before the Boot season 
is over by giving us a little melo-drama. pps. 


OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE. 
LETTER FROM MCARONE. 
3y the bauks of the blue Poromac, Oct. 9nd. 
DEAREST Vanity :—Hurrah! 
...-All goes well. 
I have not yet breakfasted, bat since I arose, I have taken three 
towns and twelve gin cocktails, 
Though I say it....and who's got a better right?....the whole 
credit of this campaign belongs to two men. 
One is T..... 
T’other ist, Never you mind who he is. 
The first letter of his name is Honest Old Abe McCLELLAN, 
Me, too. 
We live in an age, dear Vanity, of progression. Of revolution, 
The South has assumed a warlike attitude; that is undeniable. 
To crush the Rebellion, then, will require ail the efforts of true 
Americans. 
“Put none but Americans on guard to-night.” 
(Mromast Corcoran.] 


T don’t care for the Abolitionists. Let Jerr GreeLey and his myr- 
midons do their worst. What carest 1? Five Yankees can lick one 
Rebel, any day. 

Tam, at present, in a state of great moral excitement. Excuse me, 

As I have said, I took twelve towns and three gin-cocktails before 
breakfast. . . . 

Maybe more. 

The Backbone of the Rebellion has been broken so often, that the 
Rebels have had to advance, lately, in a vertebral column. 

But that’s nothing. You're all right. 

Yet I would advise you not to allow your editors and contributors 
to get in the way of drinking too much. Excuse me. 

A very fine old gentleman —a personal friend of StepHen A. 
BucHANAN—once requested me “not to adopt the bane of literary 
men and drink gin.’ He didn’t tell me what to drink. 

I followed his advice. See what I am! 

McCLELLAN has just been with me. We took a gin cocktail with 
each other. He is disgustingly sober this morning. . . 

But then, he always is. 

He says he owes his present popularity mainly to the Brooklya 
City News. 

It is a pretty good newspaper. I can't understand many of its 
articles, though. Still, I don’t doubt its ability; and it has a large 
advertising business. There was an article on Terms of Subscription 
in it, lately, that betrayed genius. 

But the history of genius is the history of intoxication. . . 

Nobody knows that, better than I. 

There has been some fighting, this morning, I believe. I remem- 
ber sticking a man, somewhere near here. I don’t know his name. 
Taoen I confisticated some whi-key. He was one of old Stonowall 
Davis's soldiers. After that, I took three towns. I left him under 
a tree, cause a boy told me the rebels was coming. I guess I don't 
remember the particulars. Excuse me. ‘ 

He was about six feet tall, and had on, when missing, a Rebel 
uniform, brass-mounted. He was, I should say, a kind of an officer. 
Maybe aCorporal. Ora General. He died easy. 

It is by deeds like those, dear Vanity, that we can take three 
towns before breakfast. There is nothing like a gentle tonic stimu- 
lant, acting upon an untrammeled soul. I havea soul that can stand 
a great deal of gentle tonic stimulant. 

Hence my deeds. 

I love my country, and respect its rulers, including Secretary 
Lincoitn and HANNIBAL StanTON. That’s what I am. 

Owing to circumstances over which I don’t seem to have much of 
any control, just now, I shall close. Did you ever see a Boiled Owl? 

Yours, without end, McAROneE. 


ee 


“J woutp I werea Buoy again,” as the old cask said when they 
were tarring it preparatory to pitching it into the bonfire. 
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SONG OF A SOILED POSTAGE-STAMP. 


I’u a Post-Office stamp, 
Cursed by city and camp; 
Dirty, greasy and damp 

As the shirt of a “tramp ;” 
Sticking fast as the clamp 

To the wrist of a scamp; 
Frayed and knotty and cramp, 
Past all skill to revamp, 

I make men catawamp- 

Ous, in city and camp. 


I’m a Government patek— 

One of Biatr’s gummy batch; 

I’m a humbug, a catch, 

Without rival or match ; 

Hardly fit to attach 

Plaster-wise to a scratch, 

Put me not under latch, 

For no robber will snateh— 

While there’s coin, plate, or watch— 
At a Post-Office patch. 


I’m a vile P. O. dab, 

Soiled and ragged ard slab 
As the skirts of a drab; 
Not worth stooping to nab, 
A mere currency tab ; 

Who that knows a b ab, 

Or a clam from a crab, 
Would his hand ope to grab 
Such a filth-catching swab, 
As a Post-Office dab ? 


i A JOKE EXPLAINED. 

| . Naep we cay that the President is a wag? The mirth-moving 
| tales of which his head is full, and the dogged persistency with 
Which he retails them, regardless of the flying buttons and purpling 
a 








PN os. 

" Drugging the Enemy. 
| We learn that several druggists of Mem- 
|phis have been sent to the penitentiary by 
General Suerman, for “ smuggling drugs in- 
jto the enemy’s lines.” Of course the Gene- 
jral had a good general idea as to the nature 
jof the contraband drugs in question. Black 
|Draught could hardly have been on the list, 
| we should think, although, in one sense, 
contraband, Salts might justly have been 
|taken exception to, because the rebels are 
|known to be hard up for salt; but, on the 
| whole, we are inclined to think that General 
|SHerman had better have left the druggists 
alone, to carry out their work of devasta- 
tion. They generally make pretty sure 
work of it, these druggists—they do. 

a -——— 
Philology at Fault. 


We have lately noticed in some modern 
books a revival of the old-fashioned excla- 
mation, ‘‘ lack-a-daisy !"’ and its derived ad- 
jjective, “ lackadaisical,” sometimes used to 
express the idea of languor or indifference. 
\It seems absurd to suppose that such a frame 
of mind could be induced by the absence of 
|a simple flower like the daisy ; on which ac- 
count we protest against a revival of the 
‘words in question, and hope writers will 
substitute ‘*lack-a-dollar” and “ lackadal- 
larous,” instead—the allusion contained in 
which will be obvious to the meanest ¢ca- 
pacity. 





-_ 
Postponement, 
| Tue “latter-day saints” are dreadfully dis- 
jappointed at the postponement of the Millen- 
jnium, which has been put off, sine die, be- 
cause the Lion, hearing that the smal)-pox is 
raging amovog the sheep in Englaud, posi- 
itively objects to lying down with the Lamb. 


faces of the laughing philosophers by whom he is surrounded, are 
among the few jolly and refreshing things which serve to give a 
jocular and comic turn to the present bloody and terrible war. 
Sometimes there is a hidden meaning in his humor, which is caviare 
to the General—as, for instance, when he said to General Syxes, 
referring to the Fifth New-York Zouaves, that there was ‘no such 
thing as beating them even round a stump.” The Herald reporter 
quotes this remarkable expression, but furnishes no key to its oe- 
cult signification. Permit us, whose province it is to sift the grain 
of wit from the “chaff” of the day, to pluck the heart out of the mys- 
tery. The boys of the Fighting Fifth, it seems, are fond of solacing 
such leisure moments as they can snatch from their military labors, 
with a turn at “Old Sledge,” a game in which they are believed to 
be unrivalled. Stumps are often the only tables to be found in the 
sylvan bivouac, and around these primitive pieces of furniture 
they may occasionally be seen squatting in groups of four each, 
betting their piles on all fours. The President, having been in- 
formed of their proficiency in this absorbing pastime, no doubt in- 
tended to pay a compliment to their skill in remarking that there 
“was no such thing as beating them even, rounda stump.” It was 
neatly said, and we are not surprised that the Fighting Fifth should 
show their appreciation of the joke by cheering the perpetrator. 
= 


THE HAZARD OF THE DIE. 


WE have seldom encountered anything more like a regular stop- 
per than the following, taken from an English paper : 

‘¢ A large landed proprietor in Nenagh, Ireland, having received a threatening 
notice, has made a will evicting all his tenants if he is assassinated, and convert- 
ing the estate into a sheep-walk.” 

The only danger that can now menace the “large landed proprie- 
tor” in question, is that arising from the well-known wily character 
of the sheep. He may yet be run into and foundered by some far- 
seeing ram, to whom the glowing future of elysian sheep-walks for 
his progeny and their posterity for ever may prove an inducement to 
slay the “large landed proprietor.” Certainly, the L. L. P. is no 
longer liable to be made a target of by his tenants, but that will not 
prevent him from becoming a butt for their sheep. 
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THE AUTOCRAT OF THE NATIONAL BREAKFAST-TABLE. 


Massa Horace-—“ Boonoo! Boonoo! I won’r nave No McCretta 
Fremont muG! Boouoo !” 


A 


[October 18, 1862, 





“Glass to put in!” 


Somesopy has suggested, or contrived, an 
|ingenious plan for keeping the sacred post 
jage-stamp from becoming soiled during its 
employment as filthy lucre. The plan is g 
simple one—being neither more nor less than 
\to frame and glaze each stamp, separately, 
| Elegant passe-partouts for blue stamps can 
|be bad at the low rate of ten cents each, 
| They are more economical than nothing, be. 
| cause if you have nothing upon your post- 
age-stamp it speedily becomes so defaced as 
. |to be worthless. 
SS oo 
Mollusks on the Bivalve. 

EneuisH papers by the Persia have ac. 
counts of the trials of the new Wuitworta 
shell, at Shoeburyness. This shell weighs 
131 pounds; and we understand that the 
Senior Editor of the Zribune has ordered a 


on which to serve up his 900,000 men. This 
is a good Trait in Mr. GreEvey’s character: 
900,000 men of straw on a half Wuitrworta 
shell will be a dainty dish, indeed. 
——___—_ 
A Novelty in Art. 

Mr. Barnum has just added to the effigy 
department of his Museum a new and inter- 
\jesting collection. It consists of 900,000 
figures, which are exact counterparts of the 
individuals composing General GREELEY’s 
famous army. A peculiarity about these 
effigies is that, instead of being in wax-work, 
they are made of straw, which is a new fea- 
ture in art, and particularly appropriate to 
the subject now illustrated by means of it. 
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Non Sequitur. 
Ir is undoubtedly true that Prince Satu 
SaLm has been “ mustered out” of ~ pe 
sc !—Brin ed States army, but it by no means follows 
a that they are going to send him to Sing Sing. 











OCTOBER—MARCH! 


SEE the maple, decked in red, 

Zouave-like, erect its head; 

And the feathered golden-rod 

Martial by the road-fence nod; 

And the garget’s blood-ripe stem 

Crowned with purple diadem 

Redden with a battle gleam 

In the ripple of the stream; 

While the voices of the boughs . 

Whisper low—‘ Arouse, arouse !— 
Out of the wood 
Ere Winter’s flood 
Turns earth to mud!” 


Tn the crisp October air 

Sounds a far-off mystic blare, 

As of bugles deftly played 

To some trooping cavalcade. 

The cock-grouse to his paramour 

Appeals with sonorous tambour, 

And the fierce thorn-apple from its stalk 

Seems ripe of bloody spurs to talk, 

As from the red oak and the larch 

A myriad voice cries—‘‘ Forward—March !” 
The fleeting scud 
O’er the sky of blood 
Bodes the storm and the flood !”” 


—————— 
PROPOSED CHANGE IN THE CABINET. 


Suon is the extraordinary skill exhibited by Cvsas in her Broad- 
sword combat at the Cremorne Gardens, that we understand she 
has been offered the chair of Secretary of War. The public, tired 
of an Old Woman in that place, will welcome to the office a Young 
and Pretty One. 








The Philosophy of Horatio. 


THE ingenious Tribune is ‘just once more” abusing Gen. MoCugL- 
LAN by terming all his friends “sycophants of the traitorous Slave 
Power in the loyal States, and sympathizers with the Rebels.” This 
is particularly cool and refreshing in an open and avowed Secession- 
ist like the Editor of the Tribune, who has not hesitated very recent- 
ly over his own signature to advocate the right of Secession. If this 
kind of business is tolerated by the Republican party, with the addi- 
tional burden of the “slang-whanging” Zimes upon men who are 80 
unfortunate as to differ from the Wadsworthian political creed, we 
shouldn’t wonder if we were to See More votes against that party in 
this State the coming election than Horatio ever dreamt of in his 
philosophy. 


—- 
— 





THE ‘WHY’ OF IT. 


Tue Rebel invasion of Ohio,” observed Jenxs, “is probably for 
the purpose of obtaining its vast supplies of pork.” . 

“If so,” retorted Frrz Boozer, who chanced to be present, “ this 
invasion explains the entire Rebellion.” 

“ How ?” queried J. 

“Why, sir, it is the pork-war of the whole affair!” 

But Jeyxs would never have seen the point, if our Frencu Coy- 
rripuToR had not dropped in, just then, and explained, that, “in 
French, the cause or reason of anything was familiarly called the 
pourguot of the affair.” 


_ 
———_—— 





MOTHER GOOSE ON MILITARY CORNS. 


ZACHARIE, ZACHARIE, dock 

The knobs our soldiers that balk ; 
Dispose of their bunyons, 

That crop out like onions, 
Obstructing their freedom of walk. 








half one to be sent out to him, as a tray up. ° 
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BORAT HOOPER 


THE BROKEN WAND. 
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F BUSINESS BY THE COLLAPSE 
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Tuurtow Weep, THE PoriticaAL SorcERER OF NEw-YORK, IS THROWN OUT 
OF HIS TALISMANIC WAND, AMID THE JEERS OF OwLy GREELEY FROM THE TREE. 
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A CAP FOR WHOM IT MAY FIT. 


Old Gent, (who is green about military affairs.)}—‘‘ AND THEY WANT TO RAISE ANOTHER HuUN-| Whom it is performed. 
Goop FoR THE RUM-SHOPS, SIR, THERE'LL BE 80 MANY OFFICERS LOAFING | more or less accustomed to swallowing old 


DRED THOUSAND MEN, EH? 
AROUND |” 


THE REBEL NAVY. 


Tus remarkable institution has, in the language of almost every 
writer on the present war, ‘inaugurated a new era in modern war- 
fare.” It consists, just now, of flams, rams, and d——ns, but it has 
contained, in its palmier days, almost everything, from Merrimacs, 
Nos. 0,1, and 2, down to blacking-boxes filled with powder and 
chucked into the Mississippi, in a vague hope that they might set the 
river on fire. 

It has been an expensive arm of the Confederate service, this navy. 
Ruling the waves is always a disbursive amusement; and the singu- 
lar avidity with which the Rebel war-vessels sink, renders it still 
more so. The sailors of the South are indeed ‘those who go down 
into the sea in ships,” rams, etc., in the most literal acceptation of 
the phrase, To be in the Rebel Navy must be a good deal like pro- 
secuting the clam-fishery business at high tive. It is a sort of 
wrecking-speculation, without any salvage. We used to hear of 
Horse-Marines as the height of naval absurdity, but they are nothing 
to the Confederate Submarines. 

How maby vessels of various sorts and sizes have been lost in this 
Moist service, no man can know. The Rebel commanders seem 
ashamed of their warlike places of business, and seize every opportu- 
nity to sink the shop....or the ship. The great Merrimac did a 
tough morning’s work and scared us all soundly. Then she soared 
alott like Bryant’s waterfowl, aided by a few ewt. of gunpowder. 
ond — did a plucky thing in running through our Mississippi 

; ut, 
“* Go down!’ the sailor cried, ‘ go down!’ ” 


and down she went. 

The South has a weakness for plated ware, in the naval line, and 
thinks that weakness her strength. A horse-ferryboat with a tin- 
deck is considered—by HoLLixs and such—a worthy antagonist for 
our Minnesota or Susguehannah. Davis has placed his faith in rail- 
Toad irop, and overloads his rafts and dug-outs to make them strong. 
We think that he will find these groaning Men-o’-war less efficient 
than some “ weaker vessels.” 








VANITY FAIR. 


SSA. Pe Sticky. 

PARAGRAPHISTS inform those whom it may 
jconcern that the old fashion of carrying gold- 
| headed canes is on the revival among the la- 

dies of England and France. 

We have little doubt that the same fashion 
will shortly rage exceedingly here. Ladies 
must have sticks of some kind to amuse them, 
and as whole bundles of one kind of sticks 
will soon be drafted away for the war, why, 
they will only have to take to another. 

Perhaps the fact of the stick may throw 
some light upon the mysterious advertise- 
ment in the Herald from a “lady of distinc- 
tion,” who wauts a ‘' Fool” to amuse her. 


| 
| 


<> 
Translation—Free. 

We have been requested by 900,000 fair 
readers to give them the meaning of the 
words ‘‘ Non possumus—in which is embod- 
ied the Pope’s reply to the French proposi- 
tious respecting Rome. 

In answer to our charming correspondents, 
we hasten to inform them that the words in 

.» question mean, “ You can’t play possum with 

us”—by which his Eminence would be un- 

+ derstood to mean that even supposing he 

were a Weasel he would always wear a 

Wide-awake—that being about the nearest 
thing to a Cardinal’s hat. 
—_ 

A PIPE that does not seem to draw very 
well, 

The Cassius M. Ciay pipe. 


- ——— 
A Reflection from Steel. 


Tr has ofien puzzled us to know why the 
act of swallowing a knife or sword should be 
considered so creditable to the juggler by 
We have all been 


|Saws from our nursery days. 


The last scheme is the purchase of a navy from England. How 
many old, second-hand navies England may have for sale, we do not 
know. If Captain Ericsson's present plans are carried out, she will 
need a new one very soon; for all her wooden walls put together, 
with the great failure, known as the Warrior, at their head, will not 
last long against our sea-going Monitors. Perhaps she is construct- 
ing a bran-new navy, to keep pace with our improvements, and 
wishes to sell the hitherto invulnerable heart-of-oak “ bulwarks of 
the nation” with the good-will of the establishment, at a reduction 
suited to the financial condition of Dixie. 

Whether Hoturws .. . . the modest man of few words .... or 
TATNALL .. . whois said to possess the peculiarities of the PICKENS 
family ; that of having been “born insensible to fear,” etc... .. 
will command this boughten navy, is at present unknown. Probably 
it will be divided between them, as the shame of robbing the Trea- 
sury was divided between Fioyp and Davis, each taking a little 
more than he could carry. In that event, we will give HoLLIns a 
month, and TATNALL six weeks, in which to sink their flag-ships. 
Their subordinate officers will run aground and blow up their re- 
spective vessels at will, and the new navy will have “suffered a 
sea-change, into something rich and strange,” within two months at 
farthest. 

On the whole, we advise the Rebels to give up their maritime pro- 
jects one and all. Let them be satisfied with the pleased astonish- 
ment brought them by their partial succeszes on terra firma awhile 
ago; and remember that as they cannot touch Pitch without being 
defiled, they need hope nothing from that still dirtier thing, the Rebel 
Tar. 

Like cures Like. 

SEVERAL of the daily papers have advocated the policy of draining 
off the gamblers of this city by enlistment. No doubt they would 
be a good riddance; but we hardly think that they would be 
of much service except in the case of another Indian outbreak, when 
it would be quite the thing to send a brigade of Blacklegs to fight 
the Blackfeet. 





























VANITY FAIR. 
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VOCAL GYMNASTICS. 
OSSIBLY but few of our 
readers have ever heard of 
such a branch of education 
as Vocal Gymnastics; and 
yet we can assure them that 
several institutions for that 


kind of culture are in full]. 


operation in this city and 
elsewhere, and that their re- 
sults are already appreciable 
to a very considerable ex- 
tent. 

As pupils in the ordinary 
gymnasiums compete with 
each other in putting up 
sixty-pound dumb-bells, so, 
in the vocal gymnasiums, 

_ they are taught to lift up 

their voices like bells the 

~ reverse of dumb, until the 

~ growth of the demosthenic 

;, muscle puts the biceps of 

‘; |. the mere animal athlete al- 

“i's together out of gear. The 

: German and some of the 

; Sclavonic languages are con- 

- sidered the best for bringing 

out the vocal muscles. There 

is a dead weight about them 

that makes lung keep pace 

with tongue in the lifting 

—— process. They are, so to 

— speak, the nail-kegs of the 

gymnasium—corresponding with those by means of which the mighty WinpsuHIP tutored his 

tender muscles to play at cup-and-ball with a young buffalo and the smoke-funnel of a locomo- 

tive. We are told of oae young lady—a pupil in a vocal gymnasium of this city—who lately 

lifted a stout Pole by the hair, in Hungarian, from the lamp-post at the corner of Eleventn street 
and Broadway to the hymeneal altar in Grace Church. 

We should like, however, to see vocal grace as well as vocal muscle properly cultivated under 
this new system. For this purpose we insist that the Italian is the only language thoroughly 
adapted—a position which we are enabled to maintain from actual auricular as well gs ocular 
demonstration. Among our most charming acquaintances we have the pleasure of numbering a 
family, of which every member is a vocal athlete combining elasticity with force. They lift up 
their voices by means of a double-hitch upon Italian. As we sit upon our window-sill in the 
warm moonlight, now, it is delicious to hear the matronly mother of that family singing out to 
her youngest daughter, a dear gymnasty little thing: 


“ fa gti gyn: qualeuno, 
time’s at hand, come in, love, do now !” 


At table, the vocal exercises by which these interesting persons keep up their powers of sound 
are really ravishing. While doing the honors of the repast, the ringing voice of one is poured 
forth in a 


“ Bel sono beato, 
Try another tomato?” 


Then, toward the close of the banquet, comes the deep chest voice of the masculine parent, de- 
livering 
“Non piu mesta, 
No better digester 
Than your Neufchatel cheese, O, 
A large bit, if you please, 0!” 


And how full of force combined with tenderness is that aria addressed by a large brother as he 
drives his fraternal elbow into a small brother’s ribs, with 


“ Com’ é bello!—Quale incanto; 
Look sharp, you young cass, and pass that ‘ere decanter!” 


while a fast youth of fourteen summers lights his third cigar, and chimes in with shrill, fledgling 
falsetto, looking at his father:— ; 


“Ben detto, filibustero! 
In a Red Sea of Rhenish immerse me, like Pharaoh!” 


By and by, when the system of vocal gymnastics becomes properly developed, life will havo a 
charm which it does not now possess. Everybody will be his or her own Italian organ-grinder, 
(organ used here in the sense of voice.) All will be serene—even cursing and swearing, which 
really will be nothing when neatly wrapped up in Italian and sung toascore. Well may the 
paterfamilias of the interesting circle just described repeat, as he so often does: : 


“Tl segretto per esser felice 
Is to develop the muscles of speech—eh ?” 





—. 


ODE TO’DR.~ ZACHARIE. 


Kine of Chiropodists, salaam ! 
Thy skill provides a sovereign balm 

For every toe cornuted. 
Boores shone bright when thou wast bom 
To bless a shoe-pinched world forlorn, 
And tenderly of toughest horn 

Relieve the tender-footed. 


Our soldiers for the South en route 

Are cursed with corns that sharply shoot 
As SHArp’s sharp-shooting rifle; 

And, as their way they slowly pick, 

Too often, goaded to the quick, 

Find words suggested by old Nick 
Quite difficult to stifle. 


But thou eftsoons canst pare away 
Each hard excrescence, so they say, 

As pears are pared, or onions. 
Then, well rid of this growing ill, 
Each soldier Pilgrim’s Progress will 
Be brisker far, o’er dale and hill, 

Than CHRISTIAN’sS was in Bunysy’s, 


When first thou didst arrive in town, 
The gracious ABE bis foot put down, 
A foot of full ten inches, 
And in his Roman manner said : 
“ ZACHARIE, Old fellow, go ahead ! 
Let soldiers corns be re-mo-ved 
Wherever the shoe pinches.” 


And now, O man of dexterous fist! 
Thou’rt U.S. A. Chiropodist, 

And drawest pay and ration: 
Millions of toe-joints are thy care, 
Oh! keep them all in good repair, 
That they our gallant boys may bear 

To Treason’s castigation. 





Noose for Somebody. 


SHOULD the “proper authorities” decide 
upon hanging the captured chiefs of the san- 
guinary Sioux, may not the latter be looked 
upon as the victims of hasheesh? 

N. B.—For the benefit of those whom it 
may concern, we had better mention, per- 
haps, that hasheesh is a preparation of Can- 
nabis Indica, or Indian Hemp. 


i 
Bella Bellona! 


THE Independent says that a “liberty bell” 
for the church of the freed negroes at Beau- 
fort is about to be cast in this city. An in- 
scription has already been decided on for this 
bell; but as it is neither original nor allusive 
in any way to the war through which the 
Ethiop obtained his freedom, we take leave 
to suggest one of our own, which embodies 
both of these requirements. Here you have 
it: 

In Hoc BELLO LiBertAs. 





The Difference. 


SomEzopy writing about California says 
that there are rocks there 3000 feet in height, 
and “ plumb as a die.” - 

How different with Secession! which will 
be quite out of “rocks” by the time Wt 8 
ripe, and ready to die as a plum. 

SS ———od 
Associations. 


Joun Locke tells us of a blind man who 
took his idea of scarlet from the sound of & 
trumpet. 

We see that kind of thing, rather. A hoop- 
skirt, for instance, hanging out at a shop 
door, always reminds us of the Peel of a 
Belle. 
























TROOPERS A-FOOT. 
ITHERTO we have 
been accustomed to as- 
sociate the idea of ca- 
valry, more or less, 
with that noble qua- 
druped the horse. 
Alas! what do we 
know?—gque sais-je ? 
as the French say. 
Nothing. Here comes 
a paragraph from the 
Washington Star, stat- 
ing that, owing to the 
depreciation of Treasu- 
ry notes, horses object 
to being employed as 
chargers, so that sev- 
eral thousand so-called 
cavalry in the army 
are, in fact, infantry. 
“This hitch, from all 
we can learn,” quoth the Siar, “ bids fair to continue to keep the cav- 
alry dismounted, untiJ, in the course of events, Treasury notes come 
again to have something of the value of gold and silver.” 

We do not object—not much, at least—to the expression “ bids fair,” 
in reference to the contingency of our cavalry being strictly prohibited 
from making an exhibition of themselves on horseback. Every regi- 
ment of mounted cavalry hitherto seen passing through this city en 
route for the war, appeared to us to have been brought up with great 
care at the feet of Mr. WiLLIAM Burton, whose feats in the Olympic 
arena form one of the sweet traditions of our apple-blossom days. 
“To be Riding-Master-General to the army, BILLy Button,” would be 
no startling item in any fresh order from the War Department: The 
tailor—B, B. was a tailor, you remember—would cut out most of 
our cavalry as a horseman, could teach them how not to do a good 
many things provocative of the derisive horse-laugh at present, and 
might, altogether, be a very eligible riding-master to the army, with 
the motto Sartor reseat us emblazoned over the portals of his horse- 
pital for imbecile equestrians. He “ bids fair,” then, who bids such 
cavaliers avoid the horse. 

If we cannot have our horse-soldiers anything other than foot-sol- 
diers “ until, in the course of events, Treasury notes come again to 
haye something of the value of gold and silver,” perhaps it might be 
as well for the War authorities to drop further equivocation, and 
come a foot nearer to the truth by ceasing to draw impossible cen- 
taurs upon the illuminated transparencies hoisted by them for the 
public gape. You are too much advanced in years, Mr. SranToy, 
and far too stout, to perform featly the curvets exhivited by limber 
children who canter their grandpapa’s canes up and down the gravel- 
walks with a—‘ What fine riders are we!” Don’t do it. 

But if you insist that cavalry are necessary to success in this par- 
ticular war—and, lud-a-mussy! as the old ladies say, ain’t they ?— 
why then put horses that are horses under men who are aware of 
the separate responsibilities of the equine head and tail, and let ’em 
go about their business, bless you! 





eee — —— 
MR. TKAIN AT HOME. 


Poor Mr. Grorce Francis Train had a very sad experience of the 
proverbial ingratitude of republics—or, rather, of rabid Republicans 
—at that Faneuil Hall meeting, the other night, when he was wel- 
comed to his native city, as he himself tells us, by the hair of his 
head. It was rash of Mr. Traty, considering that he has hair upon 
his head, to look for a hearing at a meeting of wild, boomeranging 
abolitionists, Had he been gifted by nature with wool instead, the 
courtesy usually accorded by the rabid abolitionist to the fragrant 
Ethiop would doubtless have been extended to him. He could 
not, then, have been held at arm’s-length over the staircase by the 

ns who assailed him, because wool, like life, is short, affording 
no grip. He could not have had his eyes blackened by the gory 
boomerangers, because black does not show upon black. Better for 
Mr. Trary, therefore, that he had been born a fragrant Ethiop. 
Better for all of us had we been gifted with the peculiarities of that 
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this, and given up his absurd fanatical idea that the white man is 
as good as the black, he may make a very good living by starting 
in life as a barber, a white-washer, or a carpet-shaker—three occu- 
pations in which the fragrant Ethiop greatly excels. 


—_ 
THE SONG OF THE ELEVENTH-HOUR PATRIOT. 


L 


I HEAR my Country call me, in this her hour of need; 
I am awfully patriotic; I am made of fighting stuff; 
I am most tremendously anxious on the battle-field to bleed ; 
I shall certainly go for a soldier—when the Bounty is high enough. 


II. 


~Conscription ? faugh! ‘tis disgraceful! and those who are drafted, too, 
Will find that their share of the conflict is more than average rough; 
Let me rush forth, then, willingly, to do what a man can do, 
And brave the storm as a Volunteer—when the Bounty is high 
enough. 


Ill. 


I laugh at your claimed Exemption; I am able-bodied and brave; 
A regiment of such fellows, all hale and hearty and tough, 
Might do a vast deal, surely, their trembling cause to save, 
And I? I shall be among them—when the Bounty is high enough. 
IV. 
Then lead me forth to battle! I long for the deathless fame 
That clings to the names of heroes, the names that the papers puff; 
I long for the smoke and carnage, the test of iron and flame, 
And am willing to brave the danger—when the Bounty is high 
enough. 
v. 
No officer’s gaudy trappings, no epaulet-straps for me ; 
I leave all that to the gentry, with money in quantum suff. ; 
I want to enlist as a private—they get the Bounty, you see— 
For I burn but to save my Country—when the Bounty is high 
enough. 
VI. 
I am got a man to parley, a soldierly fellow am I; 
Honest and true and simple; in manners a trifle bluff; 
Straight to come to my meaning, and only too happy to die, 
If such an emergency arises—when the Bounty is high enough. 


VII. 


There are thousands exactly like me, who in this hour of need, 
Will let Columbia languish, half-mired in Despond’s slough ; 
Who will see their Mother stricken, and smile while her deep wounds 
bleed, 
Waiting, to give her succor, till the Bounty is high enough! 


_ 


A SWAMP WEED. 


AmonG the New-Yorkers holding command in the (‘mfederate 
army, we find the name of Colonel MorGan L. Smiru, formerly, ac- 
cording to the daily papers, “ engaged in the leather business in the 
Swamp of this city.” 

Perhaps it was in view of the ‘‘Swamp of this city” that this bold 
tanner transferred his affections to the South, The Swamp of this 
city—which isn’t swamped yet, however, by a good deal—would 
have enabled many a detaulter to repudiate to the last blue postage- 
stamp; skivers and roans! what a pity for some folks that the 
Swamp of this city didn’t take place. 

It was natural, if not necessary, for the bold tanner to go into 
the Hiding business, but we strongly suspect that his Bark is worse 


than his bite. 
——EE el 


The Man for Jack Ketch. 
As there seems to'be some difficulty in Mr. Casstus MicawBer 


Be ‘worshipped race. Even as it is, the fine low-comedy talents Cray finding a position suitable to his eminent and versatile abili- 
, possessed by Mr. Train would, in combination with burnt cork, en- ties, V. F. begs leave to suggest, that, in view of his late sanguin- 

sure him a great success upon the minstrel boards. But let him | ary denunciation of Horatio Srymour and Frernanpo Woop, upon 
ae look out for squalls if he sings other than real firebrand, boomerang, | the organization of the Revolutionary Tribunal, he be appointed its 
) abolition songs. Letshim comport himself in the festive “ break- Jack Keron. A man who talks so volubly about hanging citizens 
4 


Wn” as though he took in an abolition paper. Let him go into 
training upon a diet of “ hog and hominy,” in order to acquire the 
unctuous accent of the favored race. When Mr, Train has done all 


of this State for a difference of political opinion, would no doubt 
embrace such a situation with alacrity. So all hail, Casstus Mroaw- 
BER, who shall be Jack Kercu hereafter! 
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ADVICE GRATIS. 


TO CUT A FIGURE WHEN THE MUSIC BEGINS, AS JONES DID, 





NEVER HIRE A CIRCUS-HORSE FOR A RIDE TO CENTRAL PARKe ON Sarurpays, UNLESS YOU WANT 


“Coal-Black Rows.” 


Mr. Sumner, in his speech at Faneuil 
Hall, Boston, alludes to the emancipated ne. 
groes as forming a fire in the rear of the 
Confederates. 

We suppose Mr. Sumer means a coal fire; 
but the Ethiop, who wants to be considered 
a white man, will not be obliged to him for 
the comparison. The darkies will not as. 
semble in ‘‘ Coal-black Rows” to cheer Mr. 
Sumner for likening them to a dusky mip. 
eral “digged from the bowels of the earth,” 


dite s = 
Mythological Musings, 


Apuropitr, or VENus, is said to have ori- 
ginated from the foam of the sea. This, 
however, is merely a sample of tradition run 
wild, and has its origin in the fact that Jv. 
PITER used to smoke a meerschaum (foam of 
the sea) pipe, with a statuette of Venus 
carved upon it. 

How little could old King Neptune have 
anticipated that, in the nineteenth century, 
he would have to go into partnership with 
King Corron! Such is the fact, however, 
an English experimentalist having just de- 
monstrated that sea-weed is quite as good 
as cotton for ladies’ wear. Perhaps when 
ApuropiTe arose from the foam of the sea 
she was in that kind of “ verdure clad,” 
Perhaps the widows of sailors will wear no- 
thing but sea-weeds now-a-days. 


si ———————————————— 


RECRUITING dépét for the Army Chiropo- 
dists. 
The Corn Exchange. 


cilia 
The “ Root of Evil.” 
Tue “Tap”-root. 

















THE JESTER OF VANITY FAIR TO BUFFO 
BEECHER. 


[See report of the spicy sermon preached by Rev. B. B, in Plymouth Church, 
Sunday, Sept. 28th, 1862.] 


* BrorHER Burro:—But no, I won’i call him a brother, 
Not even in this world, to say naught of the other, 
Who jests on things sacred, till blasphemous laughter 
Shakes God’s Holy House, from foundation to rafter. 
Buffo Beecher, dost think on the phrases I’ve quoted, 
The Scrivener Angel, when up they had floated, 

One tear-drop let fall, as the white tablet shrivelled 
"Neath the fiend-prompted words of the clerical ribald ? 


Dost think likening Him whom thou callest thy “Master,” 
(Forgetting whose servant thou really art, Pastor,) 

To a tax-gatherer, out on a jovial frolic, 

Is a simile Christian or joke diabolic ? 


Did “ great laughter” above, think’st thou, merrily chime 
With the Plymouth Church roar at the words “a good time”? 
Or is’t not more likely an echo came back 

From the Palace of Fire of the Monarch in black? 


And thy fling at the Union and that Constitution 

Which stands between us and wrong, shame and confusion, 
In the realm of the just was it heard with delight 

Where the spirit of WasuINGTON walketh in light ; 

Or there, in that world of perennial gloom, 

Where ARNOLD, with Jupas, abideth his doom ? 


O pitiful Buffo! when next in the pulpit 

A gibe gurgles up in thy throat, prithee gulp it. 

For Decency’s sake, man, if not for Religion’s, 

Don’t make jokes, in a church, fit for Beelzebub’s regions, 
Jokes so bad, in each sense, they draw tears, I declare, 
From the eyes of the Jester or Vanity Fair. 








A NUGGET FROM CALIFORNIA. 


Tue Sacramento Daily Union of Sept. 10th makes the following 
gloomy remarks: 
“Vanity Farr has become too conservative to be funny. The very old jokes 


about GREELEY and Abolitionists were threadbare before the war, and they have 
not visibly improved since.’’ 


This is depressing to us; but we are not altogether discouraged, 
and will try to make some better quips about the man of the 7ribune 
to conciliate the man of the Daily Union. Let us begin with the 
following crisp conundrum: : 

Q. What is the difference between the Senior Editor of the 7r- 
bune and a small steamer ? 

A. Because the latter may possibly be tender to a man-of-wat, 
while the latter doesn’t seem to have it in him to be anything of the 
sort—especially when the man-of-war is of the right kind, like 
General McCLELLAN. 

We sincerely trust that the above pellet will be found suitable to 
the calibre of the Sacramento Daily Union. 


ee 


The Negro as an Article of Food. 


Tue following paragraph seems horribly to corroborate the accounts 
of destitution at the South: 

“ A number of refugees, men of character, are in Washington from the neigh- 
boring counties in Virginia. They report that the blacks, both free and slave, = 
being driven towards the South in droves, and that it is the purpose of the rebe 
to sell them in solid masses, without any regard to personal rights of those here 
tofore declared free.” 

So, the Southerners are at last driven to consider their African fol- 
lowers as an article of food—for what else can we infer from be 
statement that they are converting them into “solid masses” for pave 
The sausage is a solid mass; pemmican is a solid mass; potted ca 
is a solid mass—and why not black pudding? Let there be a solemn 
mass celebrated for the repose of these poor negroes. 
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